
Sham’d their Afpe&s with (lore of childilh drops 
Thefc eyes,which neuer fhed rcmorfcfull teare, 

No,when my leather Yorke,and Edward wept. 

To heare the pitcious moane that Rutland made 
When black-fac’d Clifford fhooke his fword at him. 

Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 

Told the fad ftorie of my Fathers death. 

And twenty times, made paufe to fob and wcepe: 
Thatall the (landers by had wet their checkes 
Like Trees bedafh’d with raine. In that fad time, 

My manly eyes did fcorne an humble teare: 

And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. 

I neuer fued to Friend, nor Enemy: 

My Tongue could neuer lcarne fwcet fmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 

She lookes fcornfnlly at him. 
Teach not thy lip fuch Scornejfor it was made 
For kilting Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reucngefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe hcere I lend thee this (harpe-pointed Sword, 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breft. 

And let the Soule forth that adoreth thee, 

1 lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. 

And humbly begge the death vpon my knee, 

lie layes bis breft open,foe offers at with bis fit or d. 
Nay do not paufe: For I did kill King Henrie, 

But 'ewas thy Beauty that prouoked me. 

Nay now difpacch : 'TwasI that.ftabb’d yong Edward, 
Buj ’twas thy Hcauenly face that fet me on. 

Shefals the Sword. 

Take vp the S word againe,or take vp me. 

An. Atife Diffcmbler, though I wi(h thy death, 

I will not be thy Executioner. 

Rich. Then bid me kill my felfe,and I will do it. 

Ah. I hauc already. 

Rich. That was in thy rage: 

Speakc it againe,and cuen with the word. 

This hand,which for thy loue, did kill thy Louc, 

Shall for thy loue,kill a farre truer Loue, 

To both their deaths (bait thou be accefiary. 

*An. I would I knew thy heart, 

Rgch. J Tis figur’d in my tongue. 

An. I feare mc,both are falfe. 

Rich, Then neuer Man was true. 

An. Well,well,put vp your Sword. 

Rich. Say then my Peace is made. 

*Att. That (halt thou know heercafter. 

Rich. But (hall I liuc in hope. 

An. Allmenlhopeliuefo. 

Vouchfafe to wcare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how my Ring incompaffech thy Finger, 
Euen fo thy Breft inclofeth my poore heart: 

W earc both of them, for both of them arc thine. 

And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may 
But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand. 

Thou doft confirmc his happinefic for cuer. 

An. What is it? 

Rich. That it may pleafe you leaue thefc fad defignes. 
To him that hath mod caufe to be a Mourner, 

And prefently repayre to Crosbie Houfc t 
Where (after I haue folemnly interr’d 
At Chcrtfey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 

And wethisGraue with my Repentant Teares) 

J will with all expedient duty fee you. 



!n *to 0 , 


fc hard the Third. 

For diuers vnknowne Reafons, I beft^h 
Grant methisBoon. 

An. With all my heart,and much it i 0Ves 
l o ice you are become lo penitent. * 

Treffel and Barkley,°o along with me. 

Rich. Bid mefarwell. 

An. 'Tis more then you deferue • 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine 1 hauc faidc farewell already. ’ 

LXjt ttVc tpith a 

Gent . Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord { * 

Rich. No: to White Friars,there attend m» , 

y° n ’ming 

Was euer woman in this humour woo’d ? £xit 0vfi 
Was euer woman in this humour wonne i 
He haue her.but I will no t keepe her long 
What? I that kill’d her Husband,and his Father 
To take her in her hearts extreameft hate * 

With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes 

The bleeding witneffeofmy hatred by, 7 ’ 

HauingGod,her Confcience.and thefc*bar*a»ainA 
And I, no Friends to backe my luite withall ° l ®** 

But the plaine Diuell,and diffcmbling looked ? 

And yet to winne her? All the world to nothin. 

Hah! ‘ n S* 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Edward, her lord, whom I(fome three monthes faeri 

Stab din my angry mood, at Tewkcsburv? ' 

• A fwceter, and a louelier Gentleman, 

Fram’d in the prodigallity of Nature: 

Yoog, Valiant,Wile,and (no doubtjrightRoyal 
The (pacious World cannot againe affoord: 7 * 

And will fhe yet abafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince 
And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed ? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytie ? 

On me, that halts.and am mifhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome, to a Beggerly denier 1 
I do miftake my perfon all this while: 

Vpon my life fhefindcs(although I cannot^ 

My felfe to be a maru’llous proper man. 
lie be at Charges for a Looking'glaffe, 

And entertaine a fcore or two of Taylors, 

To ftudy fafliions to adorne my body: 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fome little coft. 

But fir ft lie turne yon Fellow In his Graue, 

And then returne lamenting tomy Louc. 

Shine out faire Sunne, till I haue bought a glaffe. 

That I may fee my Shadow as I paffe. 


exit. 


Scena Ter tin. 


Enter the Queene Mother,Lord Ritters, 
and Lord Cray. 

itifl.Haue patience Madam,ther’s no doubt his Maiefly 

Will foonerecouer his accuftoro’d health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill,it makes himvvotie. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And checre his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 
Qn, Ifhe were dead,what would betide on me- 

Grt), 


The Life dndf&entb o) 

—TlT^whac would betide on me ? . 
n^^ootherharme.boc Ioffe of fuch a Lord, 
^’he Ioffe of fuch a Lord,?ncludes all harmes. 
if' T Tbe Heauens haue blcft you with a goodly Son, 
Knur Comforter, when be is gone. 

D” y Ab i he is yong; and hrs minority 

’ ~nto the truft of Richard Gloufter, 
l5pU n'that lout* noc me, nor none of you. 

A"* 0 Is it concluded he (hall be Protetfor? 

T i r i t (Jctermin’d.noc concluded yet: 
giitfoit niuftbtiift^Kingnpfcarry. ^ 

Enter Buckingham and Derby. 

Here cotae* the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 
11’ Good time of day vnto your Roy all Grace. 
m . God make your Maiefty ioyful.as you haue bin 
Ou * TheCourrteffe Richmond,good my L.of Derby. 
Tn 7our good prayer, wdl (VarTely fay, Amen. 
L^fy.notwithftandmg (bee's your wife, 

U loues not me, be you good Lord affur’d, 
i Hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

1 a." j dobefeech you,either not bclecue 
Tbeenuious flanders ofber falfe Aecufers: 
nr if (he be accus'd on true report, 
owith her weakneffe,which 1 thinkc proceeds 
From wayward fickncffe,ar.d no grounded malice. 

On, Saw you the King to day my Lord of Derby. 

Eer. Buc now the Duke of Buckingham and 1, 

Arccome from vifiting his Maiefiy. 

One. Whatlikclyhoodof his amendment Lords. 

Tfuc. Madam good hope,his prace fpeaks chearfully.- 
Oif. God grant him health,did you confer with him? 
Bnc. I Madam,he defires to make attonement; 

Betweene the Duke ofGloufter,and your Brothers, 
Andbetweene them, and my LordChamberlaine, 

And lent to warnc them to his Royall prefence. 

Oh. Would all were well,but that will neuer be, 

Ifeare our happinefic is at the height. 

Enter Richard, 

\ 

Rich. They do me mong.and I will not indure it. 

Who is it that complaincs vnto the King, 

Thar l(forfooth) am fterne,and louc them not ? 

By holy Fauf they loue his Grace but lightly. 

That fill his eares with fuch diflentious Rumors. 

Becauic I cannot flatcer,and looke faire. 

Smile in mens faces/mooth^cceiue,and cogge, 

Duckc with French nods,and Apifli curtcfie, 

I muft be held a rancorous Enemy. 

Cannot a plaine man liuc,and thinke no harme, 

Butthushis Ample truth muft be abus'd, 

With fiiken,flye,inlinuating IackesP 
Grej % To who in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace? 
Rtch. To thee, that haft nor Honcfty,nor Grace ; 

When haue I iniur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 

Or thee? or thee? or any of your Fa<ftion i 
A plague vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
(Whom God preferue better then you would wifh) 

Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaincs. 

Situ Brother ofGloufter,you miftake the matter: 

The King on his o wne Royall difpofition. 

And not prouok’d by any Sutor elle) 

Ayming (bclikc)atyour intcriour hatred,! 


That in your outward aaion fhewes ir felfe 
Aeainft my Children, Brothers,and my Selte, 

Makes him to fend, that he may learnc the ground. 

Rich. I cannot tell,the world is grownc lo bad, 

That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare noc pearch. 

Since eucrie Iaeke became a Gentleman, 

There s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

Oh. Come, come,we know your meaning Brother 
Youenuy my advancement,and my friends: (Gloiter 

God grant we neuer may haue neede of you. 

Rich, Mcane time,God grants that I haue need of you. 
Our Brother is imprifonM by your mcanes. 

My felfe dilgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 
Aredailygiuen to ennoble thole 

That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble. 

Oh By him that rais’d me to this carcfuil height. 
From that contented h^p which I inioy’d, 

I neuer did incenfehis Maicftie 
Againft ci.e Duke of Clarenc *>but haue bin 
An earneft aduocace to plead for him. 

My Lord you do me fhamefull iniurie, 

Faiiely to draw me in thcle vile lufpedds. 

Rich\ You may deny that you were not tne cneane 
Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Rim. She may my Lord,for^ 

Rich. She may Lord Rmers, why who knowes not fo? 
She may do more fir then denying that: 

She may heipc you to many faire preferments. 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe Honors on your high defert. 

What may fhe not, (he may, I marry may (he. 

Rite. Whac marry may (he ? 

Ric. What marrie may file? Marrie with a King, 

A 8atcheller,and a handfonie ftripling toe, 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

Jgtt. M y Lord of Gloufter,I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes : 

By heauen, I will acquaint his Maieftie 
Of thofe grefle taunts that oft I haue endur’d. 

I had rather beaCountrie feruant maidc 
Then a great Queenc, with this condition. 

To be fo baited, fcorn’d, and flormed at. 

Small ioy hauc I in being Englands Queene. 

Enter old Queene Margaret . 

Mar, And lefned be that fmall, God I bcfeech him. 
Thy honor,(late,and feace.is due to me. 

Rich. What? threat youme with telling of the King ? 
I will auouch’t in prefence oftheKing : 

I dare aduenture to be fent to th’Towre. 

Tis time to fpeake. 

My paines are quite forgot. 

Margaret. Out Diuell, 

I do remember them too well: 

Thou killd’ft my Husband Henrie in theTower,’ 

And Edward my poore Son.atTewkesburie, 

Rich. Ere you were Queene, 

I,or your Husband King : 

I was a packe-horfe in his great affaires: 

A weeder out ofhis proud Aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder ofhis Friends, 

To royalize his blood,I fpent mine ovvue. 

Margaret. I and much better blood 
Then his,or thine. 

r Rich* 







































































